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*wWhat if to you these sparks disordered seem,

As if by chance they had been scattered there?

The gods a solemn measure do it deem

And see a just proportion everywhere,

And know the points whence first their movings were,

To which first points when all return again,

The axletree of heaven shall break in twain,

*" Under that spangled sky five wandering flames,
Besides the king of day and queen of night,
Are wheel'd around, all in their sundry frames,
And all in sundry measures do delight;
Yet altogether keep no measure right;
For by itself each doth itself advance,
And by itself each doth a galliard dance.

*" Venus, the mother of that bastard Love

Which doth usurp the world's great marshal's name,

Just with the sun her dainty feet doth move,

And unto him doth all her gestures frame;

Now after, now afore, the flattering dame

With divers cunning passages doth err,

Still him respecting l that respects not her.

'"For that brave sun, the father of the day,,
Doth love this earth, the mother of the night,
And like a reveller in rich array
Doth dance his galliard in his leman's sight,
Both back and forth and sideways passing light.
His gallant grace doth so the gods amaze
That all stand still and at his beauty gaze.

*"But see the earth when she approacheth near,
How she for joy doth spring and sweetly smile;
But see again her sad and heavy cheer
When changing places he retires awhile.
But those black clouds he shortly will exile,
And make them all before his presence fly
As mists consumed before his cheerful eye.

*"*Who doth not see the measure of the moon?
Which thirteen times she danceth every year,
And ends her pavan thirteen times as soon
As doth her brother, of whose golden hair
She borroweth part and proudly doth it wear.
Then doth she coyly turn her face aside,
That half her cheek is scarce sometimes descried.
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